JEDDA   TO   THE   TWENTIETH   CENTURY     127

coasts of North and East Africa, have seen these men.   In
Bokhara and Samarkand they have left their mark;   the
tribes of Afghanistan date their history from their coming.
In India stately Nawabs and Princes are proud to trace their
descent from them.   In Tripoli and Tunisia men still follow
in their daily politics the dictates of the Sheikhs of the Beni
Sulaim and the Beni Hilal, invaders from Arabia in the tenth
century, though they may not know the reason.   In Cyren-
aica sallow men, unlike any Arab, boast of their Arab
ancestry, and far down in Africa there are black Sultans
counting themselves of the Prophet's stock.   In the Dutch
East Indies they hold that the Arabs have something of the
divine, and the Muslims of China nearly worship them.
The Western world, carried ever faster on the tide of its own
industrial strength, moves on, unaware of this survival of
something, spiritual yet so strangely strong, that even if it be
submerged by the flood of materialism now come upon us
cannot die, but will go on about the world.  It is the spirit
born of an ineffable human understanding and sympathy,
emerging from suffering, able to come to life only among
men united by a common purpose, and only able to flourish
on the sea, in the air, the prairies, or in the deserts.   The
Arabs, parochial yet, have called it the spirit of Islam, but
it is tie brotherhood of the world in travail, wider and
greater than Arabia knows, but given by her to the world.
In that country we had seen the King giving audience to
an ambassador, the walls and fortifications of the cities,
harbours, ruins, exercises of horsemanship, and all that
Francis Bacon said should be observed*   There remained to
us nothing now but that strange, invaluable memory of
another woricL  Next day as we arrived at Suez in the early
morning it was raining hard and steadily, and the officials
and people waiting for the ship on the quay were wearing
their mackintoshes.   A still sleepy customs man said to m^
"Have you anything of value to declare?"   I munnured in
reply, "Memories worth half the world," and he answered,
"Put down *NiP here,** placing a grubby finger on a
column in the dun-coloured Government form*